Napoleon Entertains at Montebello
to their old neighbor Bacciochi. True, he played the
violin so abominably that Napoleon had threatened to
throw him out of the palace. But then Napoleon was
no judge of music either; the falsetto in which he
sometimes hummed "Malbrouck" was quite as bad. . . .
There was Eliza now, approaching with her husband*
Certainly no beauty, with her thin flat chest and her
longish legs made worse by those high-waisted gowns*
But how much her features were like Napoleon's! No,
after all, she was not bad looking, and she had done well
enough. Bacciochi was dull, but he would be a generous
husband,
If only Lucien had shown as much foresight! . . .
Poor little Christine Boyer! She was a sweet child and
well meaning, even though an innkeeper's daughter. Na-
poleon would look after them and their babies, if Lucien
did not thwart him. But that is just what he might do.
... It was sad for a mother to see her children, once so
united, in spite of their quarrels . . . drifting apart
... to become virtual strangers.
But quest9 & troppo! There was that Beauharnais
woman again!
"How many times has she danced with him, Paulette?"
"I do not know. Five, I think, maman"
"Seven," corrected Eliza.
"Basta, basta! It is all so humiliating for Napoleon. I
cannot forgive her. She is a light woman."
"Give her sufficient rope, mother. She will do for her-
self."
"You cannot always tell. Strong men have a way of
becoming enslaved by just such women. And she is not
only light but extravagant. Panoria Permon writes me
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